" Do you bet on your own account ? "
" Yes____"
Wazemmes prepared to embark upon a course of lying. He started making up his fashionable life as a young patron of the turf, which he would have no difficulty in describing with a wealth of detail. It would come into his head just as he wanted it. But, greatly to his surprise, he found himself afraid of doing so. It struck him as inevitable that the gentleman would not believe a single word of what he was saying and would acquire a poor Opinion of him. That was something Wazemmes dreaded very much.
So he corrected himself:
" But mostly I bet on behalf of my workshop."
" How do you mean ? "
" Not every day, but at least three times a week, or even four - it depends on the sports calendar."
He endeavoured to express himself correctly. He avoided any suburban intonation.
" If I understand you, you go and bet on behalf of your comrades in your workshop ? "
"That's it."
" Don't you find any difficulty, on account of your age ? "
" I can get round that."
" And your employer hasn't anything to say against it ? I suppose he bets himself, does he ? "
" No, he doesn't bet. It's not that he wouldn't like to, perhaps; but he doesn't bet, all the same, just to make us feel that he doesn't approve of it."
Wazemmes was on the point of adding some careless remark, such as : " We don't mind the boss. The best thing he can do is to keep his mouth shut." But he remembered that the gentleman was himself an employer (M. Paul had called him " the boss" over the telephone); and, apart from the rude way in which he was thinking of putting it, the very spirit of tie remark might shock him.
Besides, it struck Wazemmes all at once that for employers in general, and above all for the privilege of being an employer, he felt, and had always felt, considerable